Travels in Two Democracies
Of course, in spite of the heat, they shut the window tight
when they went to bed. This hatred of fresh air had always been
one of the things which irritated me most about the Russians.
The three boys with whom I had shared the stateroom on the
boat from London to Leningrad had insisted on closing the
porthole every night even in the mildest May weather, so that
I had always waked up in the morning in a state of partial
asphyxiation 5 and in the apartment I had lived in in Moscow
I had found that I had to take down the curtains in order to get
the windows open and that, as soon as I would go out, the old
woman who kept house for me would close both of the double
windows and put the curtains up again. It obviously made people
so unhappy to have the windows up in railroad compartments
that I had finally given up suggesting it. And in my present
feverish state it seemed to me very important that someone
should tell the Russians that they could never master American
technique until they learnt to breathe fresh air at night.
And a great sourness against Russia possessed me. I felt that
I was extremely glad to be leaving.
I thought about the glasses they drink tea out of, which are
always too hot to pick up in any ordinary convenient way.
They have to put their thumb underneath and stretch one finger
up to the rim 5 and it seemed to me characteristic of them that
they should have been doing so much tea-drinking for so many
years without ever contriving anything with a handle.
I thought about their food, which is so heavy that when I
had first been invited out to dinner in Moscow, I used to mis-
take the zakuskyy the kors d'ceuvres, for a supper and, what with
these and the vegetable soup that followed, find myself so
stuffed before we arrived at the meat course that I would have
to skip the main part of the dinner. I brooded on the fact
that they had never been able to think up any better hard liquor
than, vodka, which is simply a form of raw alcohol.
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